RECOLLECTIONS OF A  PLAYER
to the ferry-boat which caused us to flounder and float about in the North River. It got to be a quarter to eight, then eight, then quarter-past eight o'clock, and I was distracted. I rushed first to the captain, then to the engineer. "I am," I said, "an actor j I belong to Wallack's. Oh, can't you do something to get me ashore? My absence may interfere with the entire performance." The captain was too busy about his boat to listen to me. The engineer did, however, and laughed. We eventually reached Desbrosses Street, after half-past eight. As I found no car at the ferry-house, I ran all the way to Broadway, got into a stage, and finally reached the theater, at Thirteenth Street. Charles Fisher and I dressed together, and we had a dresser known as "old Edward." Fisher was not acting, and Edward had neglected to report my absence from the theater, so that my cue to go on had been given and I was not there. I was in my dressing-room, bathed in perspiration and all excitement, when Mr. Wallack came in and began to blow up poor old Edward for not 155                   enthusiastic regarding the production of
